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Over Breakfast 


Their nightly Facetime call always happened at 10:00 Pacific time. Stone always looked forward to them. It 
wasn't as good as having Jerry home with him, but it was the next best thing. Jerry was off on a six-week 


tour through eastern Europe. 


When the call came in, Stone answered it and gave his phone a moment or two to connect. Jerry appeared on 


the screen and Stone smiled. "Hi. | miss you." 
"Hi, baby. | miss you, too." 


His smile widened as he pulled the phone back to show Jerry more of himself. "I'm wearing your Grandpa 


sweater." 
"It looks good on you." 


He continued to hold the phone out as he slowly unbuttoned the big, grey sweater to reveal his naked body 
underneath. 


"Oh, god," Jerry groaned and then bit his knuckle. 


With a mischievous smirk, Stone turned his head and buried his nose in the hood of the sweater. "It smells just 


like you." He tilted the phone slightly and let Jerry see that he had his fist wrapped around his cock. 


"Baby, | am not .." Jerry glanced around to his left and right. "There are people around. It's eight in the morning 


here." 
"You should find someplace private so you can enjoy the show." 
"You are an evil little boy." 


Stone's smirk widened as he continued to jerk himself off, watching Jerry frantically searching for a room or 


something he could duck into. For added effect, he closed his eyes and moaned, 
"Evil," Jerry muttered. 


‘| miss you so much," he purred. When he opened his eyes again, Stone found Jerry in a small closet and 


laughed softly. 

"Okay, on with the show." 

Stone settled down against the bed pillows and spread his legs while the sweater lay open around him. He held 
Jerry's gaze as he pumped his cock hard and fast, taking only a few moments to reach his peak and come 
against his stomach. As he caught his breath, he heard Jerry. 


"Maybe tomorrow I'll do the same thing with the shirt | stole from you before | left.” 


"If you don't, we'll be fighting when you get home." 


